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are a curious eminentissime or an eminentissime curious person, I will relate to you my visit.
I arrived at the Chateau de Nohant on Skrove-Saturclay, about half-past seven in the evening, and I found comrade George Sand in her dressing-gown, smoking a cigar after dinner in the chimney-corner of an immense solitary chamber. She was wearing pretty yellow slippers trimmed with fringe, coquettish stockings, and red trousers. So much for the moral. Physically, she hua doubled her chin like a monk. She has not a single white hair in spite of her dreadful troubles; her swarthy skin has not varied; her beautiful eyes are still dazzling ; she has the same stupid look when she thinks, for, as I told her, after studying her, all her physiognomy ia in her eye. She has been at Nohant a year, very sad, and working enormously. She leads about the Runic life as mine. She goes to bed at six iu the morning and rises at midday; I go to bed at six in the evening and rise at midnight. But, naturally, I conformed to her habits; and for three days we talked from five o'clock, after dinner, till five next morning; so that I knew her better, and reciprocally, in those three talks, than during the four preceding years, when she came to my hoiiBO at the time she loved Jules Sandeau, and was cojmoetud with Musset. She knew me only as I went to sec her now and then.
It was useful for me to see her, for we made mutual confidences on the subject of Jules Sandeau. I, who uin the last to blame her for that desertion, have nothing now but the deepest compassion for her, as you will havo for me when you know with whom we had to do; she, in love; I, in friendship.
She was, however, even more unhappy with MiiH.set; and she is now in deep retirement, condemning both marriage and love; because in both states &he han met with nothing but deceptions.